about It. 1 felt I couldn't just catch hold of her
and kiss her like that straight off the reel. I just
sat there, saying nothing., like a damned fool, till
the next dance began. I could have kicked my-
self afterwards. I never saw her again. Bloody
silly, isn't it? Then 1 go writing poetry that
Vining and his sort make fun of where I imagine
myself no end of a dog. At least, no, I don't
mean that, but . . .

AINGER : I know.

WOODLEY : Well, why am I different from other
people then?

AINGER : Do you want to be like Vining ?
WOODLEY : Vining, no ... but . . .

AINGER : I shouldn't say you were different
from most people. I've felt like that too.

WOODLEY : You ?

AINGER : Yes, often. It is nothing to worry
about.

WOODLEY : What a mix-up it all is. [Crosses to
window.)

AINGER : Don't worry. Take things as they
come. How old are you, seventeen?

WOODLEY : Nearly eighteen.

AINGER : Well, you needn't say it as if you were
eighty. You've plenty of time. We're most of us
like that at first, unless we are Vining5 s sort.

WOODLEY : Yes, but what I feel is, ail this sort
of thing . . . shop-girls and housemaids ... I
simply couldn't do it. It would make me feel